One of the poses goes to Doyle; I know she won't let him off. In the arcade, with machine guns gunning, the light flashes four times. It's a hit, another, an other, Alice comes out blinking, she's blinded, she's staggering towards the slot. At the mall standing in gumwrappers, the broken plastic cups, she studies the strips glued onto the booth, the automatic quadruplet machine. Their faces are powdered and tinted, hers comes shiny from the boiler, juiced out. I nursed her through buying the house, no first floor toilet, she worried they 
